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Ritchie shoved lan against the dresser, kissing him hotly as his hands found their way to lans belt. They were 
in some shitty hotel in god-knows-where, buzzing with post-show adrenaline that wasn't helped by the fact 
that the rooms surrounding them were apparently empty. The girl at the front desk had promised that they'd 


have a quiet night as a result, but the pair were determined to fill the space with as much noise as possible. 


"Oi, Blackers, what are you trying to do, snap me in half?" The dresser's edge was starting to dig almost 
painfully into lan's back. Ritchie rolled his eyes in response and dragged him to the edge of the bed, taking off 
both their shirts before shoving lan onto his back and yanking his pants down. lan groaned in relief as his hard 
cock was freed from its confines. Kneeling between his legs, Ritchie undid his own belt and removed his black 
bottoms. Now completely naked, Ritchie grasped lan by the shoulders, making sure he stayed down as he 
sucked and bit at his neck. lan struggled playfully, but the force with which Ritchie shoved him back against 
the bed was anything but. 


In all the time that they had been sleeping together, Ritchie had never once let lan top him. Perhaps he was 
worried that he wouldn't like it, or had bottomed once with someone else with negative results, but any time 
lan had even jokingly brought up the subject, Ritchie shut it down so vehemently that lan couldn't help but 
think that there was some deep-seated psychological reason for his aversion. Knowing Ritchie, it was probably 
some kind of power thing. He refused to do anything that may even suggest submission in the face of his 


lover and rival. 


lan, to put it simply, disagreed with Ritchie's possible point of view. 


Sure, lan would love to see the arrogant dickhead bent over a table as he thrust into his tight little hole, but 
he didn't mind taking it. He didn't see it as an act of submission, either. As Ritchie reached behind lan to grab 
at the lube, and lan just lay there, ready to be ravished, he felt that there was nothing more dominant than 


making your partner do all the work for your pleasure. 


Ritchie's calloused fingers slid into lan, who took full advantage of their location even though things were just 
getting started. He whimpered and moaned as he squirmed for more friction, his volume steadily rising. Ritchie 
tried to still his undulating hips with his free arm, but lan wasn't having any of that and easily bucked it off. 
Ritchie shot him an annoyed look before crooking his fingers to hit that spot inside lan that left him wailing. 


"You oversensitive git," muttered Ritchie, "already screeching from just two fingers.” He took lar's ridiculous 
noise level to mean that he could move on to the fun part, slicking up his cock and positioning it at lan's 
entrance. Ritchie's eyes rolled back as he entered the body that he knew so well. He might not have been as 


vocal as lan, but he showed his pleasure in other ways, balling a fist in the sheets and screwing his face up as 


he bottomed out. 


"F-f-fuuuuuuck," he hissed, feeling lan tighten around him. lan, meanwhile, sounded like a man possessed, 
screaming like a banshee into the night and thrashing his limbs so hard that Ritchie was worried he'd get a 
kick to the head. Admittedly, lan was going overboard, and he knew it, but he also knew that nothing drove 
Ritchie wilder than hearing how good he was making lan feel. Ritchie could bitch about how loud he was being, 
but he could feel how hard Ritchie was inside of him. And besides, it did feel really fucking good. 


When Ritchie started thrusting, lan could immediately tell how unbelievably turned on Ritchie was. He slammed 


into him hard, spurred on by the singer's clear enjoyment. lan knew exactly how to completely wreck him. 


‘Its funny, y'know..you hired me because of my voice, obviously..and now look at you, coming apart in bed 
from it too," he said in between noises of ecstasy, looking deep into Ritchie's eyes. "Oh, you're precious when 
you're worked up like this..you don't want to show it, but | can see you losing control, and it's beautiful. When 
you hear me in the studio, does it ever bring you back to these nights? Do you need to rush to the bathroom 


to rub one out, just from my voice?" 


Ritchie grunted in half annoyance, half extreme arousal. Annoyance because his brain desperately wanted to be 
the one in control, arousal because, secretly, his body wanted to give in and let lan take the reigns. He had to 
shut lan up, but to cover his mouth would be admitting defeat, admitting that his words were doing something 
to him. So instead he frantically changed the angle of his thrusting hips. 


"Oh, Blackers, | know exactly what you're doing," whimpered lan, gasping. "You're trying to find that spot in me, 
because you know | won't be able to say anything if you hit it" Ritchie swore, hoping that it seemed like a 
result of the sex and not a response to being found out. lan continued, "Admit it, love..admit that your senses 


are drenched in me..admit how much you love being inside me..admit that you belong to me... 


AAAAAAAAAHHHHH, fuck, right there! Please, don't stop, RIGHT THERE-!" 


Ritchie couldn't enjoy the victory of sending lan back into screams. He pounded into his prostate as hard as he 
could, as though lar's howls could drown out his previous words, which felt like they were blaring from 
amplifiers in his mind. Admit that you belong to me. No, no, he didn't belong to anyore, least of all a beast like 
Gillan. Right? 


The feeling of nails digging into his shoulders was the only warning Ritchie got before lan came hard, clenching 
around his cock, hugging around his neck, a noise not unlike an ambulance's siren ripping from his throat 
directly into Ritchie's ear. lan's cum splattering onto both their stomachs was the last thing Ritchie felt before 
his own orgasm hit him. He buried himself as deep as he could into lan, using his last bits of conscious thought 
to keep his arms from instinctively grabbing around the convulsing body beneath him, his own moans sounding 


like nothing compared to lan's inhuman ones. 


Their breathing slowed, their minds returning and their bodies going slack. lan fell back against the bed and 
Ritchie pulled out, taking a moment to admire the mess he'd left between lan's legs. See? How could you possibly 
own me if Im the one doing this to you? The thought vanished from his mind when he looked up at lan's smug 
expression. He looked beautiful post-coital, with his face flushed and his hair a mess against the pillow..Ritchie 
needed to get out of there, get away from this oaf before he made him acknowledge the truth. 


Without saying anything, Ritchie walked to the bathroom, even though lan was probably the one who needed a 


shower more. He can make do with tissues. | need to get him off of me, before Im driven mad 


Before | admit that | belong to you. 


